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UOTH om, (my man) an arch, confounded dog 
You've catch'd the itch, fir, heh? an Epilogue? 
- 0 Tom, ſaid I, What n my good ſir, e 


2 


My honour'd . ancient authors tell, 
By way of fable, what ſtrange things befell ; 
Lion for life indebted to a' cat, 
Pigeon to piſmire, eagle to a bat. 

Of applications I've no need to ſpeak, 


An ignorant ſometimes may help a Greek ; 

And 4 whilſt you and '{quire C——— fat, 

7's room, engag d in ſerious chat, 
B 


In 5— 


. 
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to the poſts cerulean, bent my way, 
Where I o erheard a learned author ſay, 

| That an epiſtle ſhould be grave and chaſte, - 
Its Tubject elegant, not choſe in haſte ; 


Nor ſlubber d o'er like catch-penny-retreats, - 
: Which mult be fold, before the author eats; 
A invocation next to Powers Divine, 
Don t you invoke, fir, —— Yes, — the God of Wine; - 
Get ſome Madeira, — that I had from Hall, 
There, — ſhut the door, and ſay I'm out to all. 


Now let the din go on; cen what they will, 


For the firſt time I'll try my gingling ſkill ; 
What is't to me if C better write, 
Tis bim, not me, that gets the money byt; > 


I oaly tell plain zru7hs in black and white. 
And, Chriſtian-like, but venture to defend 
A helpleſs woman deſtitute of friend 


1 


Except myſelf ; abundantly diſtreſs d, I 
And ſhould ſhe be abandon'd and oppreſs d 2 


No, may the next fair morſe] be my bane, 
And my laſt pray'rs be urg'd to heav'n in vain, 
If &er I quit her, whilſt ſhe deigns to ſee 
And love, ſo much beneath herſelf as me 
Men of the greateſt rank have ſought to gain 
Her warm embrace, but met with cold diſdain; 
Morocco s envoy fain would have 'preferr'd 
An Eaftern paſſion, but could not be heard; 
And Miſs, the milliner's rapacious pr: 
Had ſet a ſpringe but found no Woodcock there. 
Much better had ſhe far'd, and all agreed, 

Had ſhe with little Terence done the deed ; 
| Ne'er had been heard of then the name of Y—-, 


Nor maſters hurt in honours or eſtates, 


A 
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Oh, but ſhe's virtuous as the etherial light, 
And tho I'm certain much I'ye ſuffer d hy t, 
Much more I'll ſuffer, e er ſhe loſe her right. 


Perhaps my TOE too ky I expe, 
Tt is my natural weakneſs, I confeſs; 
In friendſhip, or in; enmity the hn 
All bounce, and crack, and fly away, and flame; 
But till impartial, both. in, deed and word, 


I would not hurt a clown to ſerve a lord. 


SO very tender 1s a woman's fame, # 

That L——# 1 ſhould forbear to name; 
| Did not the public B—y, M—s, Y: —. 
Cry to the ſkies; as if theatric fates . 
Depended on their ating : - — that they? re good, 
IIl not diſpute; but be it underſtgod, | 


J 
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Tis my opinion that in proper parts, 

Could ſhe be left uncheck d by pois nous arts, = 
She'd foon be found ſuperior to 'em all, 

Firſt, for her figure ; — juſt as ſhould be, tall, | 
Nor more, nor leſs ;—her hair a gloſſy brown, 
Sweet laughing eyes unus'd to brows that frown ; 
A ſkin that need not ſeek to art for aid 


Till long, long hence, its nat'ral beauties fade. 


Breaſts that had tempted Antony away, 

And made him, ſpite of heav'n, forget to pray. 
An eaſy taper ſhape, a leg and foot, 

Might tear up reverend virtue by the root; 
Sweet as the May- blown buſh, or violet bed, 


Exhales her fragrant breath 'twixt lips of coral red. 


A baſhful grace, and unaffected mien, 


Beauties, in Queens Theatric, ſeldom ſeen, 


 Conjoin i in her ; ſhe wears an artleſs mind 
Unpractis d in theAiiles of woman-kind ; 
| C 
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A liberal education bleſsd her youth; 
And ſtill preſery'd her in the paths of truth j 
Quick her conception, and of brilliant wit, 
Nor wants ſhe judgment how to temper it. 
With all theſe happy requiſites, tis ſtrange, 
They ſometimes ſhew her, not by way of change; | 


Rank fear deters em, ſince whene'er ſhe's ſcen 


Off go their dowdy things in fits and ſplecn. 


Thus far ſpeaks Truth and Candour; F alſchood next. 
| Come bloated Envy, ſpit thy toad - lle text ; — 
And I will prompt thee, that the world may ſee, 
What little ſelfiſh, low chicanery, ö 
W hat pitiful deſigns, and plans are lad, 
Againſt the peace of a defencelels maid : 
In green-room whiſpers, and with green-room face, 


Prim and peculiar, ſuited to the place ; ; 


CS 


Sometimes her perſon's canvaſs'd ; then they ſcout 


To ſcandal's corner, (all the female rout ;) 

One vows ſhe's bald, without a ſingle hair, 
Excepting thoſe ſupply'd with by le Clair. 

A ſecond ſwears as ram's horn, crooked ſhe, 
Which all (but for her padded ftays) might ſee. 
A third, with formal Maddanitiſh mump, 

| Cries, ſhe ne er ſaw a creature's breaſts ſo plump 
And white, unleſs ſome pranks were us'd, 
Which, bleſs her ſtars — ſhe always had refus'd : 
This laft, tis neceſſary to remark, 

Hath lately been recover'd from the dark, 

Of hell's tremendous gulph, and burning pain, 
By toil inceffant of half-crack'd f O'S 

Yet owns ingenuouſly, e er babe of grace, 
She'd been a w---e, but for her ugly tace ; 

All ſorts of men ſhe'd laid at hard and faſt, : 
Sigh'd, ogl'd, treated — gene without at laſt; . 
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And thus being left by ſatan in the lurch, 
HFath made herſelf a preſent to the church. 

A fourth declar'd her look quite void of ſenſe, 
Except that ſort well-known for impudence; 
That wanton vicious leer that feetns to ſay, 
Io every ſtranger, if you will, — you may; 
Expert this dame we cannot chuſe but own, 


Twice twenty years proficient on the town. 


Some ſaid her teeth were falſe, and ſome her brows, 
And, ſhrugging, bleſs d the mate of ſuch a ſpouſe! 


 Spoule, quoth a virtuous madam, who as yet, | 

HFath ncer, indeed, been known to forfeit it 3 
A likely matter any one ſhould take 

A heart like her's, for ſuch 4 body's ſake ; 5 

Wiſeſt and greateſt men have dupes been made, 


Kings, lords, and commons, and the hawks of trade, 


, * 
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What then? they beauty in excuſe could plead, 
But this is miſerable tzaſh indeed! 


As to her ating I proteſt I ſee 

No more in her than might be ſeen in me; 
With that coarſe raven croak, and gogling eye, | 
With M, — or with = to vie, 
Is, as it mice 'gainſt tygers ſhould wage war, 
Or G—4 dar'd to act by H Mr. 

If now and then ſhe gains ſome {light applauſe, 
So conſtantly for chat her purſe-ſtrings draws 3 
Taylors and Barbers, Footmen, Chairmen join, 
For twelve-pence and the play to ſwear ſhe's ſine; 
To thunder every ſcene as ſne appears, 

And every ſpeech to ſtun their neighbour's ears; 
And if ſome chance (as natural) to complain, 
They threaten cutting ſkulls unto the brain; | 

| Gentee] ſupporters.troth! — yet, who but theſe, 


Would through ſuch filth for ſuch indiff rent fees? 
D 


fee] - 
Then for her private character, good lack, 
Scarce Meſſalina's ſo compleatiy black; 
You may remember well, ſor you was there, 
How ſhe behav'd at Briſtol, at the fair; 108601 
Tho' for my part, I know but what I'm told, 
But no ſuch things were done with us of old; 
Obvious to all, ſhe left the town by night, 
Some ſaid, ſhe dar'd not ſtay to face the light ; 


Since favours granted to ſome loving friends 
Had prov'd of rankeſt miſchief in their ends ; 


Old Roger too! that goat, muſt needs be one, 
And fall amongſt the merchants boys, undone. 


Were I a man, to lie with her were death, 
Sh' hath ſuch a fulſome, ſpider-killing breath. 
Her legs are bandy, and her feet are ſplay d; 


An object worthy all this rout! a jade. 
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The matron finiſh'd with contemptuous air; 
And now 'twas time for dreſſing to prepare : 
Each to their ſep'rate rooms at once withdraw, 
And there the tales renew with many an added flaw. 
Soon to each ſervant of the houſe are known, 


And ſoon, of courſe, to all the gaping town. 


How wond'rous hard is this — for I proteſt, 
I can't conceive that any female breaſt, 
Wears a 6 or a better heart, 
Theſe all rank lies; Ive prov'd em fo — all art, 
By which, when made, the audience's diſguſt, 
Struggle a-while ſhe may — but ſink ſhe muſt. 
This is the language of a certain place, 
Which ſhe may counteract to their diſgrace, 
Women, grown deſperate, are dangerous things, 


Their very thoughts, more ſharp than ſcorpions ſtings, 


a = 1 
And when they once ka plan'd ſome purpos'd fac, 


| Let em alone; — my life upon t they act. 


Too prone to credit Bear- ſay, — forth we go, 
And what we've juſt been told, anounce we know, 
Some, from meer love of chat, without deſign, 

Like harmleſs Lawſon, friend of mine and thine, 
And all the world's; who ne'er with pleaſure flept, 
Knowing one wretch, by mis ry waking kept ; 

His purſe, to all diffuſive, as his {kill, 
And far beyond his power, ran his will, —— 


Peace to his memory. 


Another ſort there are, who much delight, 
In hear-ſay tales, from rancour, ſpleen and ſpight; 
Theſe never wiſh to find a neighbour right.” 
And, ſhould one ſay, the doctor wears a heart 


So much above a little dirty part ; 


1 
80 void of pride, ſo generous, and ſo juſt, 


80 free, in ſhort, from every kind of luſt, 
That ſhould you meet him, here, or there, in town, 


You would not know the prieſt, but for the gown; 


-They'd hum, and hah z—and pray, fir, don't you think, 


(Aſking your pardon) don t the doctor drink? 
We've heard as much: why then you've heard a he, 


I mince not matters with ſuch /coundrels, I. —— 


Some hear of ſtrange tranſactions at the court, 
Of viler in the city, by report; 
And then at Weſtminſter, good lack | good lack ! 
From t'other fide, d'ye know who's coming back. 
Sir, in the Cuftoms, and Exciſe, I hear 
Strange alterations towards; — in your ear! 
Thus, in this either looſe, or wicked way, 
Are reputations ruin'd ev'ry day. 
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But, ſince the beſt and nobleſt of the land, 11 


Cannot the ſhafts of calumny withſtand F 
The tongues and deeds of the inſidious crew, 
Broaching old ſalſehoods, and exploring new, 
Why ſhould we middling people heed their ſtuff?— 
Tom, take my box, and fill with Deſca's ſnuff. 8 


Bring in the coffee; where's your miſtreſs, pray ? 2 2 | 
Sir, ſhe's abroad this hour, and bade me © ar ; 
You'd find her, if you choſe it, at the play, | | 


O, ay! tis K——#'s benefit 1 that's. true; 273 S00G 
Set off, ſir Tom, I want no more with you. 


The Indian juice, and the Newecaftle cc, 
Lull'd me to ſleep, unmanacled my ſoul en oc 
Yet not fo neither, ſince ideas ſtill , 

Ran on my day's employment of the quill ; | 
But that affair, that gave me greateſt thrall, 


Was, why a plague on't, I had wrote at all. 


EL wy ] 


Many, thought I, are eaſy to be found, 

To whom had I but ſent the working ground, 
They had embelliſh'd it with every grace, 

And giv'n the picture quite a diff rent face. 

But then again, I argu'd, had they fo, 

Too much of flattery thro' the piece might flow ; 
So much, perhaps, it ſhould be hardly like, 

And what's a picture if it doth not ſtrike ? 


Next I revolv'd with much of. anxious care, 
What loads of chacke he beſt of writers bear; 
Not from the world alone, but one another, 
Sure of an enemy in every brother, 

In every puny critic the Reviewers, 
Thoſe reptiles, worſe than even ſmall-beer brewers, 
Thus thinking, pond'ring, — ſauntering along, 
In grove, near by, I heard a jolly ſong ; 


L. 6 ] 
And well, methought, the ſinger's voice I knew : 
I follow'd it, and found my fancy true. 
Beneath the ſhade of a wide ſpreading oak, 
There loll'd Charles Churchill, full of . and joke : 
His looks as florid, and as free his air, | 
As thoſe, when with us, he was wont to wear, 
Beſide him fat a ſage of chearful mien, 
Whom, or whoſe image, I was ſure I'd ſeen ; 
Charles turn'd his eye, and faid, with you tis night, 
Your ſenſes wander, I ſhall ſet em right ; 
You fear to publiſh what you've lately writ, 
But go and dot tis I encourage it; 
And for a title that you d with the thing 
To help the ſale off, ſuperſcribe, Tar RING. 
Tis the Hair-Ring that = | 
The Ring, quoth J. my friend! why, on my foul 


No Ring is A2 mention d thro the whole; * 


11 
D——n ſuch earth clods, cry'd he, in angry tone, 


Come, brother Rabelais, tis time that we were gone: 
Then that facetious Wit came freſh to mind ; 

At whoſe droll tales I've laugh'd till nearly blind. 
And now at once they vaniſh'd from my fight ;— 
Juſt at that nick, a preſſure, wond'rous tight, 

Seiz'd on my little finger; ſearching there 

I found it circl'd by a Ring of Hair; 

Which, like a large rough caterpillar ſeem'd ; 

I ſhudder'd, ſhook my hand — no longer dream d; 
But waking found myſelf a half- ſtarv d ſquire, 
Without a candle, and without a fire. 


Theſe wants were ſoon, howe er, repair d again, 


And I explor' d, where late I felt the pain; 

And there, indeed, I found a Ring of Hair, 

My fav'rite Ring, and of all rings my care; 
F 
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Beyond my brilliant, this ſome days I wore, 


Home to my Joint, but knew't not hair before * 
As for th' intrinſic value, — tis a naught; 

A two- pence, three-pence, or, at moſt, a groat; 
But, for the donor's fake, the gift J rate, 


*Twas L——m's, from Bath, of recent date. 


On nice inſpection, I diſcovered there, 
Inſpir d by me, wove nicely in the hair. 
Far be my thoughts from witchcraft, ſpells, or charms, 
Yet, for great good, or for preventing harms, 

No doubt, kind Heav'n permits ſuch things to be, 

And who dare argue 'gainſt his great decree ? 

As to my ſtory here ; — this hairy ring, 

Who's will may laugh, I think't a ſerious thing ; 
For, let each circumſtance be juſtly join d, 
Weigh'd, as I've told 'em, and the judge will find, 
It muſt be impulſe fore d me "FR to write, 
Who neer could bear a ſtandiſh in my ſight. 
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This Ring impell'd me, which I till will wear, 
It warms, it chears me ; makes me void of care ; 
And Ill ſupport its Lady with my heart, 
Againſt colluſions vile, and tyrant art. 
I fear no P—// now, with threat'ning face, 
Nor love him, tho' 'tis ſoften'd to grimace. 
I fear not roms, with his Cynick brow, 
Vainly they threaten „vainly menace now 
I fear no tricks, that may henceforth be play'd, 
I'm now provided *gainſt all tricks in trade; 
Ardent, undaunted, 1 oppoſe myſelf, 
*Gainſt Players, Lawyers, Stratagems, and Pelf, 
Nothing I'll fear; — yes, one, one only thing, 
The keeping ever ſafe my dear Meriſſas Ring. 


* The tag of Shakeſpear's Merchant of Venice, ſpoke by Gratiano to 
Mrs. ., who plays the part of Neriſſa in that comedy. 
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